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HE fable Mantle of the low! ring Night T : 
Had ſereen d from Men the Beams of Light, 
When gentle Sleep had ſeiz'd each Breaft, 
And Nature's ; ſelf ſunk down to Reſt; 3 
I number d for awhile, 
But ſoon the Mimick Fancy did my Thoughts beguile: 
Methoughts 
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Mliethoughts a Noble Oak there ſtood, 
© The Chief Protector of the Wood, 
Under whoſe extended Shade 
Theever happy Shepherds play'd, 
N Their tender Lambs ſecurely ſtray d, 
| 4 . Such was the Eaſe by Heaven made. 
5 There as I ſupinely lay, 
I aw thi impet ous Hurricanes contend, 
Wich all the Rage the Winds could ſend, 
; | : And circling Eddies round me play. 2 

Alas! at length it fell. But oh ! | how great ! 

Strain'd by the Torrent of refitleſs Fate, 

Its lofty Top was levell'd with the Ground, 
And agonizing Nature ficken'd at the Wound. 
Thus fell the Beauty of the Wood, and all 

Who ſhar'd its Refuge, ſhare its Fall. 
But when 1 wake d to freſher Care, 

I knew not what to wiſh or what to fear. : | 
Born on the gloomy Wings of rapid Fame, | 
Too ſöon the blaſting Horror came * > 

Palxs is dead! What Muſe ſhall tell 

* How great, how like Herſelf the fell! 
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Pais is dead as far as She could die; 
And only lives in Memory: 


It: 

Ye Sons of Levr, all around, 
With Cypreſs bound, i 
Adorn the Herſe 

With never dying Verſe, 

And let the vaulted Roofs her Praiſe reſound. 

But fee each Swain in black Deſpair 

Beats the Ground, and tears his Hair 5 

Then ſtruck with a Lethargy of Woe, 

Their Icy Tears forget to flow, 


And all, like NIoBE, to Marble grow. 
So ISRAEL to Exile ſent, 


Mourning ſore their Baniſhment, 
What their Golden Harps deny'd, 


With Tears and filent Grief ſupply'd; 
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Ye Friends of HkLIco5 lament and mourd, 

And all your Numbers to. fad Dirges turn; 

Fares is gone, the nobleſt Theme, 7 
The Patroneſs of vou _ them; 


In whom all Excellence was found ; 

In whom each Grace and Virtue did abound, 
All to be valu'd or deſir'd, 
All to be imitated or admir d. 


Alas! my Thoughts among her virtuous Beams 5 


Are loft, as ſhallow Brooks ; in deeper Streams. 


In vain we give the Tribute of our Eyes; 
T' expreſs ſo great a Loſs a Deluge can't ſuffice. 
By Magic Sounds, as Davip's Lyre 
(Sounds that could gentle Thoughts inf] pire) 
Did frantick Say L's wild Rage controul, 
And tun'd the Fr renzy of his Soul; 
In alternate Meaſures ſo, 
As wavy Paſſions ebb and flow, 
While we pay Tribute to Her Herſe, 


We calm our raging Grief, and ſooth our Cares with Verſe, 


The Tarxacian 1 Poets tell, 
By Mufick's Pow'r went down to Hell. 
See! TH Infernal - Hound 
Liſtens to the Sound 3 
 AxtcTo's Snakes their Curls unknit, 
Nor think Revenge ſo ſuect as it; 
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Sisvpk's reſtleſs Rock ſtands till, 


IxloN leans attentive on his Wheel; 


IXNTALus rejects his filent Stream, 
And thinks his Thirſt was but a Dream; 
The glitt'ring Spectres leave the Myrtle Grove, 
5 The pleafing Sounds 
Increaſe their Wounds, 
Blow up Deſire, 
And unextinguiſhable Fire, 
Sounds moving Pity, moving Love. 
So while his tuneful Harp his Loſs deplor'd, 
The once relentleſs God 
Soon gave a Nod, 
And ſoon his Loſs reſtor'd. ; 
To our Creciria greater Pow'r is giv'n, 
Ok REUSs by Charms went down to Hell, by Charms She 
[went to Heaven. 
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